THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

behind her, moving and stopping.   Robin on nest,
robin on ground, brilliant in sunshine.

Sept. 28: Ten days since I last saw swallows. This
morning, damp and grey; many starlings. A cluster in
the top of the tall pine. The trees, after two months of
frequent rain, still mostly green; but the birches have
thinned and browned, and are draped now in fine
spare veils of lace.

So I might have proceeded. But one morning, after
some more variations on the now familiar starling and
robin themes, I saw a nuthatch on the lawn, and, after a
moment's delight, I quailed. It wasn't that I shouldn't
be able to leave the nuthatch out of my heroine's diary;
anyhow she would probably not have known what it was
and thought it some robin or chaffinch of unusual colour
and shape. But I felt enthusiasm swelling in my bosom.
I had never noticed a nuthatch in the garden. Who
could say what mightn't turn up next, especially in the
spring, if I really began watching properly, and not merely
putting in a few minutes a day for facetious purposes? I
was faced with a precipice below me. Once let me get
that nuthatch entered and I should be well on the
slippery slope that leads to the bird-watcher's camera,
the botanist's box, and (Heavens!) perhaps a whole
year's diary and a book, increasingly mendacious as the
need for variety of flora and fauna became more evident,
entitled "My Five Acres."

"In that book I wrote no more that day," as Dante
would have said. Nor on any other day; I was resolved
that, henceforth, should all the bluebreasts and hoopoes
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